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here in this convent, without home to visit in die
holidays, and without anybody to come to see her.

" Your mother is dead . . . now/* said the nun,
quietly sitting back in the uncarved seat and sur-
veying the girl.

She told die story.

Her mother had been an actress. She had been
one of the successful ones. She had started danc-
ing in a cafe in Paris; yes, she was a Parisienne?
the Mother said quietly. She had worked her
way up, and then, with the world at her feet, with
love, and admiration, and everything that a girl
could want, she had suddenly found tragedy
staring her in her face.

She had had a baby.

She had never told anyone whose child it was,
and the Mother had no idea. An admirer per-
haps, a young soldier's, who was on his way to
fight, somebody who had loved too well but not
so wisely.

" It is not for us to judge," said the Mother.

There was something irksome about her quiet
voice as she said it, for at that particular moment
Doreen felt a wave of resentment against the
mother who had cheated her into life, and then
had left her here forsaken.

" Go on/' she said, and her voice sounded husky
with emotion.

The Mother told the rest of the story. The
actress had had to conceal what was happening;
she had gone away into the mountains. In the
house of Jber old nurse the baby had been born,
and the nurse had accepted it and had cared for it,
aifcd bfld, indeed, been very kind